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) | young wife's face when her husband went

“|ter him,. She neither  wept nor stormed;

| manly magoanimity over a little scene of

{of his feelings, and . false independence,

" |sdid Bessie, as the three were on their

‘| not fetch another ome of you; you need
" lootask we.' You havé kept me ‘anxious

ONLY A YEAR.

BY MRS, ANNA H. M. BREWSTER.

“Only a year since we married! I do
not. believe Belle cares a whit for me, I
wonder how she would take the news if
she were to hear [ was dead? In this
same infernally cool way of hers, I sup-
pose, wkich is enough to drive a man
mad."

Fred Field muttered this as he walked
sullenly down the path leading to his sta-
bles one fine July wmorning.

“Jim, is my buggy reauy? Why did
you put that mare in?"

“The Judge is so skittish, sir; them
there crackers a-flyin’ about -the strests
and all the Fourth doin's don't help hlm
no how, so I thought I'd"—

“Take the mare outl I wish to drive
Judge, sud bring him to the library gal-
lery when you have him ready.”

No one in Fred Field's establishment
disputed with him, especially when he
spoke in that low, decided tone, not even
his old .and induiged servant, Jim.  As
Fred re-eutered the house, his wifea fair,
gracveful woman, met him; and said in a
smiling, - half;playful tone of command, |
be |that any one but an. angry husband would |
have known was meant to hide deeper
feelings, which she was as much too.shy
as too proud to display—

“Fred, I sece your baggy coming up.
{You. may drive me over to'the Hall. I
mnst be there at ten o'clock, to meet the
ladies’ dinner committee.”

Then order the carriage, if you caonot
walk. I have no time to take you."”

. Lhere was a strange expression on the |:

into the library and slammed the door af-

a servant passing on the staircase, nod re-

ceiviog a7 order did not notice anything
am1ss ip the young mistress of the house;
but co nmon shricking and tears could
not hi.ve expressed that anguish—it was
anguish, not anger—so there was no out-
ward sign, for Belle feltasif the hope of
life bad left her.

The trouble was a trifle in the begin-
ping, but it' had gone on growing; the
young wife had been provoking and a lit-
tlo wilfal; the husband' quick to take of-

fense and uaforgiving; thus matters were
placed in a wofully tangled state, There
scemed no path out of the trouble, too.

Belle was willing,even anxious,to advance
the whole way in the work of reparation,
and had done go in her own manner, but
that manner was not pleasing to Fred,and
only made matters worse,

Two obstacles stood in the road to re-
conciliation. Fred -was not disposed to
look-'over. the late difficulties silently;
then worse than all, he did mot under-
stand the calm, reticent nature of bis
wife. He bad been prepared to show a

tears and reproaches; but Dellle never
made a scepe about anything, and Fred
mistook her cheerful silence and assumed
ignorance of the late disagreements, for
scornful indifference, a careless disregard

which he resolved to nip in the bud; thus
they groped along, going farther and far-

ther from each other, in the «loom of
misanderstanding.

Belle went up to her bed-room, where
she attended to some household matters,
mechanically; gave various orders to the
servants, and then prepared for her walk.
Bhe looked very pretty as she stood be-
fore the glass, arranging the light browr,
wavy rolls of hair, and pnllme over the
low but broad brow, a modest “sun-rise”
bat, whose soft white feather suited well
the fresh beauty of its wearer.

“Quly s year married,” she kept think-
ing, “and this is the end of it! How am
Ito bearit?”

“Mrs, Malil and Mrs. Foster is in the
parlor ma'am,” a servant reported.
“Cousin Fred told us you intended
wilking over to the Hall this morning.so
Jane and I thought we would call for
yeu," was Bessie Maull's greeting.
"'Thnnk you, m’ gled to have com-

"Pre& i‘nd his wagon full of girls,”

wiy, “and" Jane Foster told himjit seemed
as if the old days had come back when he
was a gay. flirting bachelor among us.”
‘Fred always wes popular with the
girls,”" 'was Mrs. Foster's remark,

“No wonder,” replied Belle, “he is so
agreesble, or at ieast I think so.”

“You should have made him-drive you
over this hot morning,” said Bessie.
« ““And deprive me of such pleasant so-
ciety as Jane and you?"” asked Belle,with
o little, eool laugh,
" 'They reached the Hall justas Fred
| Field drove up with a fresh bevy of pret-
tychatterers, -
“Now, girls,” said he, stoutly, “I shall

ol the tTwmé,  Judgd 1" like i rraster,
this m‘ormng——a Tittle skittish and out of
bumer,”. .

He turnad aud :aw lus wife looking
apparonlly very muoch amused; her face
had just the cool smile that irritated him
wmost, Old Dr. Hale stepped oui of the
gay;crowd . that had gathered in front of
the Hall entrance, and said—

““Belle, you are a paragon of wirves, to
let your imhand be so attentive to these
young buiterflies.”

“Oh,” replied Belle shaking hands with
bim, “we married ladies ought to be gen-
erous, Uncle Hale, in order to show the
giztls hof uselnl and. agreeable husbands.
are, 8o 4 at the poor single fellows may
et wives,”

The girls began talking all at once on
the uux;bnushbla subject of atter indif-
ference to marriage, unalterable determi-

clatter, Fred Field leaned overthe side of
the buggy, asif to arrange something,and
said to Belle, nnheard by the others—

“Probahl‘., if you had known, a year
ago, how agreeable T was going to prove,
you would not have taken me?”

“Probably not,"” answered Belle, play-
fully; but obstinate, angry Fred, thought
she meant taunting assent.

“1 wish to God you had it to go over
again,” he muttered hotly, his fine black
eyes fairly blazing with rage.

“Amen!" responded Belle, sadly, and

|drawing up her searf went into the Hall,

followed by the other ladies, while Fred
and the Judge flew off down the street as
if stung by the same torpedo. A crowd
of pretty questioners met Belle as she en-
tered the room, for she was as popular as
her hushand.

“Mrs. Field is not the room decorated
nicely?”

“Give us some avdice about this table,
Balla.”

“Cousin Belle,
the flowers?

how shall we arrange
Don’t you think a large bo-

{quet for each table will be better than

several smaller ones?"’

There was to ba a soldiers’ Reception
the next day—ihe Fourth of July—and
the ladies were superintending the ar-
rangements for a dinner that was to be
given. The above important questions
answered, each one went to work; buta
brisk eonversation was kept up on vari-
ous subjects by old and young.

“Girls,what are you wrangling about?”
asked one of the ladies, of a party that
were engaged over a huge boquet of flow-
ers, but had stopped work in the heat of
their discussion.

“We are scolding Hallie King for flirt-
ing with Birkett Ames; she knows that
he is eugaged.”

“Fie, Hallie," gaid DBelle, jestingly,

“QOh, Mrs Field, you need not take me
to task,” retorted the saucy girl; ©“I had
just as much of a flirtation wnh I'red
Field when he was engaged to you."

“Had you?" replied the imperturable
Belle. = Then all T can say, my dear, is,
that when a girl shows such a fondness
for the property of others, there is little
likelihood of Ler having any possessions
of her own.’

“Hallie's reply and the trinmph of her
companions were checked by a crashing
noise and cries of terror in the street.—
They rushed to the windows, and saw a
broken buggy, a horse lying flat on the
ground, and some terrified men carrying
a'senseless body into the news depot, op-
posite.

“Who is it?" asked several.

“That is Charley Fisher's horse.”

“No, it is not. - It is Mr. Miller’s bug-
gy, and his man has been thrown out and
killed.”

“Yes, it is lis black man, Sam,” said
Bessie Maull. She turned and faced her
cousin’s wife,who looked as if transform-
ed to stone or chalk. Bessie was a kind
little woman,though she would tease Belle
once in a while.

“Fred's wife,” she would say apologet-
ically, “is such a Lantallzmwly cool crea-
ture, she provokes one.

But now every warm emotion in her
nature is stirred up:

«1t is Miller's black Snm.’ she repeat-

“Indeed, indeed it is, Bell.”

“No," said the young wsfe in a moan-
ing tone that made them all shiv er; “‘no,
it s not. It is Fred. [ saw him!”

She rose up irom the seat to which she
had tottered the instant before, and put-
ting on her hat and scarf left the room,
before the startled women could saya
word.

“If she did sce him,” screamed a dozen
voices, “how could she know him? Sueh
a mangled facel Why, one could hardly
tell if it were white or black!”

“Did ever any one see so coola woman
as Mrs. Field?" asked another; “T believe
the Millenniam might burst on hcr with-
out disturbing her eqnammlty

“0h, don’t say that,’ eried Bessie, sob-
bing as if her heart would break. “She
feels as much as all of us put together.
And with this repentant confession of
faith in *Fred’s wife,' the little, impulsive
womav rushing out of the roem ran down |
stairs, filled with one idea—to help
Belle. As she reached the Hell entrance,
she saw her son Frank driving his counsin
Belle up the hill, towards her home.

“T told her sho had better get out of
this erowd,’ said Bessie's brother,Captain
Hale,  “She csn do no good. Wa are
going to take poor Fred right up.’

“It is Fred, then! Oh, Harry, is it so
bad?’

“Very, very bad, Bessie.
will never revive.’

Bessie plunged impetuously through
the crowd into the news depot.

“Come out, little wife. There, there,
dear,do not sob so bitterly. He is breath-
ing, and Unele Halo thinks if we can get
him home, he may be able to save him,’
said Mr. Maull, as he helped Bessie out
of the erowd, soothing and quieting her.
“Yes, yes, dear, he is not dead. Go tell
poor Belle. But do not walk up that
hot hill. ~ Yeu will kill yourself.’

His wife made no reply, but still weep-
ing, flew like a bird up the steep hill, to
carry the good news of Fred's being nhva
to Belle, as some little atonement for her
many teasing acts, which now came back
on her remorseful conscience with redoub-
led foree. :

Poor Belle! As Frank Maeull drove
her home, she seemed to grow colder and
colder.

“We parted in anger!’ wasall she could
think. She said not a word, uttered no
woan, shed no tear, but sat upright, gaz-
ing straight before her, eut of eyes that
logked like glittering blue ice.

“To my dying day,’ said Frank Maull,
afterwards, *I shall remember couain
Belle’s face. I gave only oue look back
at her—that was enough. She was worse

ed.

1 afraid he

[nation to.be old maids, etc. cte, TIa the

than a dead woman,’

Bessiec Maull fonnd Belle st.mdmrv
deathly still in her bed room. Her star.
tled maid was putting away the hat and
scarf in the wardrobe, looking sidewaye,
with a keen, questioning eye at her mis-
tress, whoee strange pnleness and cold
eyes alarmed her. She whispered to Bes-
sie, as she passed her—

“What is the matter Mrs. Mauli? Mrs.
Field has not spoken a word since she
came in,’

“Oh, it is not so bad as we thought,
Belle,' sobbed Bessie. “They are bring-
ing him home. Uncle Hale thinks he
can save him, Come, Katie, let us help
Mrs. Field get the bed ready.. Mr. Field
is badly hurt and will be here soon.’

Belle did not even then give up; with
dry eyes she summoned the servants, gave
orders, arranged the bed, had hot and
cold water prepared, ice and bandages
little help to her, Presently they heard
the slow rumble of wheels,then the heavy |
groping steps of men carrying a dead|
weight through the hall and up 1he stair
case, and whispers of ‘take care,’ ‘mind
thé turn,” ‘that's right," ‘and Fred Field
was laid upon his bed, a half dead body!
The room was cleared even Bessie, who
wished to do ever}'lhing, was taken out,
but the pale, quiet wife,whose hands were
icy, it is true, but so very steady thatshe
could give efficient help to Uncle Hale in
his painful work,was the only one retain-
ed by him, for Dr. Hale loved Belle dear-
ly, and understood her better than any
ove in her husband’s family,

Days of great danger followed, when
life just flickered on the lips; but Fred
Field was astfong man, and nature came
swiftly to his rescue, A fortuight after
the horrible accident which had brought
him so near death, he opened his eyes on
Belle, who stood beside him with a face
that seemed gazing out of a cavern.

“I have had a tough tussle for life have
I not Belle? he said, in a weak whisper,
as he drew her haggard face down to his
with trembling grasp. Belle could not
speak; she tried to smile, kissed him and
smoothed his pillow; Fred turned his
head over to the cool place, and thought,
almost said aloud—

“Thank Heaven! Belle is not a tragic
woman. If she were to make a gcene
over me. now, I beligve it would kill me;
but her coolness and silence will build a
fellow up.”
He looked at his wife gratefully, and
was lulled back into a sweet, restoring
sleep, by the coel touch of her steady
hands on his aching brow and face,as she
renewed the wet cloths and adwinistered
silently to his comfort. Nor did Belle
Field break down when the danger was
over, as the Doctor’ and Fred feared.—
Such women rarely do. They go on.bear-
ing crisis after crisis, until some day at
mid-life, when everything is calm about
them, each one sitting down to enjoy the
harvest of youth, while overlooking the
coming. young  ones planting their life
fields—then a heart trouble springs up, a
mysterious come and go, of the pulses,
and the strong, steady mother and wife,
who had borne like a sturdy oak so many
blows that even those who had loved ber
most tenderly thought her immortal and
mvulnerahle—suddenl; fails, sinks down
before them and is gone, leaving a void
no human being can fill to her family.

We shall not follow Belie Field to that
period of her life, Maybe it never came.
We fancy not, for Fred was very careful of
her in all their long future. This peril-
ous accident had discovered to both the
hidden springs of each other's character.
A true respect and even thankfulness for
Belle's reserved, self-contained nature
sprang up in Fred's head and heart while
a thrilling appreciation of Fred's fiery
spirit puised through her. There never
was any explanation; once, nod once only,
did Fred allude to the past. It was one
evening when they were out driving—the
second annidersary of the sweet, June day
of their bridal.

“Just two years, Delle,) said Fred, as
he reined up Judge at the summit of a
little hill, to look at a glorious sunset.—
“Just two years, wife, and whatever we

might have felt this time last year, I do
not think either of us would undo it
now.’

Judge started forward a pace or two, a
fly had stung him,and Belle,ghastly pale,
gasped out—

“Oh; Fred never speak of that again!’

Fred looked away, and drove on in si-
lence for awhile. The first words he
spoke were very practical.

“How well the fields are looking. ' We
shajl have a fine harvest.”

ﬂut when he rveached home, and lifted
his wife out.on the door steps, there, in
sight of the sileut stars,and the cool still-
noss of the vine covered gallery, with

libaticn of odor around them; Fred held
Belle for an ipstant close to his heart,lift.
ed her calm fair foce to bis, and kissed
her without saying-a word; then husband
and wife entered their beautiful bhome,and
met life and the world with as firm faith
and trust in each other as if they had
exliausted hours of poetical explanations,
and morbid scenes of forgivings and re-
pentings.

Dzarn or Kixe Lrorord.—Leopold,
King of Belgium, died a few days sinco
at the age of seventy-five. He was one
of the oldest and shrewdest of Europe-
an monhrehs. He has been to some ex-
teot ‘mixed up’ in the Mexican soheme
with Louis Napoleon, aud furnished Max-
imilian with the Belgian coutingent to
augment his forces. In this. view the
death of the old King of Belgiam assum-
‘es some political importance, His eldest
soa, Louis, Duke of Brabant, aged about
31, succeo&s to the throne.

3. The man who takes things easy—

the eity piok-pocket.

ready, and Bessie was a tender, tearful!

June roses and blossoms pouring out aj

[From the . New York Ladger]
THANKSGIVING,

BY AMY RANDOLPH.

It was a great red brick farm-house,
one side all covered with the scarlet fes-
toons of a luxuriant Virginia creeper,
and white doves fluttering fitfully round
the eaves—a farm-house that had been in
the Jaycex family for full one hundred
and fifty years, and yet wore an aspect of
thrifty comfort that did one's heart good
to see. To be sure the ceilings were low,
and the window-panes small, and the
floor-boards neither oak nor walnut, but
plain old-fashioned hickory, but what did
Theron Jayecox care for that ? Where
was the uge of mere outside show, when
all the neighbors knew perfectly well
that Theron Jaycox was the richest man
n all the country side?

“Theron I’
| Helen Jaycox eime bursting into the
room, a slender, spruce old m:ud with
g]o-k}', reddish bair, and a trim ﬁ"ure
completely eclipsed in the un- Greeian
drapery of a blue checked bib-apron.—
There was flour on her bared arms and a
general atmosphere of cloves and cinna-
mon and allspice about her, that plainly
betokened the arrival of bakma day, even
if the red glare of the cavernous oven in
the kitchen beyond had not added its in-
crovertible testimony.

“What is it, Helen ?”

Theron Jaycox is our hero, but he is
neither young nor handsome—only a
stout stalwart fellow of five-and-thirty,
with locks brown and shining 2s a newly
ripened chestnut, clear hazel eyes, and a
complexion that h"l‘i been bronzed by all
the harvest winds that sweep across his
wide lands.

“We must have s Thanksgiving dinner
for Thursday, Theron.”

“What ? all alone by ourselves, Nell?”

“Why not? It doesn’t seem right to
let-the day slip by, like the other three
hundred and sixty-four, Just let we
have my own way for once, and you shall
see what I ean do in the cranberry tart
and pumpkin pie line!”

“As if I doubted your proficiency,
Nell I"

“And such a turkey as I'll roast for
you! to say mothing about chicken pies
and baked ducks, and everything else
that’s pice | Theron, don’t you remem-
ber the last Thanksgiving day that ever
our dear mother was alive, when we had
the great pyramid of late roses and
chrysanthemums in the middle of the
table, and Squire Maynard's family were
here, and—--"

Helen Jaycox checked herself sudden-
ly, while the dcep crimson suffused neck
and brow and cheek with its burning
tide. But Theron quietly took up the
dropped thread of her speech.

—'*And Alice Kearney—yes, [ remem-
ber it very well. I question if I shall
ever forget that day, Helen!"

For one instant Helen's dark eyes met
her brother's; both were suffused with a
mist of tears. Then she hurried back
into the bright kitchen.

“Why did I recall that day, of all
others to his memory ?" she said to her-
self, as she sifted sugar and rained down
spices, and stirred in bloomy raisins.—
“‘He loves her yet—he never loved any
one else in all the world—and yet she
threw -his heart's devotion away like a
broken toy; and ran away with the worth-
less actor just when poor Theron'’s hopes
were brightest. How could she! oh, how
could she? 1 wonder what has become
of her, now—whether she is dead or liv-
ing! How beautiful she looked thet day
—the rose in her hair was not half as
pink as her cheek, and her eyes were just

look after a thunder-shower. I don't
wonder that Theron loved her—and yet
when I remember how entirely she has
blasted his whole life, I am tempted to
hate her!”

So it dawned bright and cloudless, that
Thanksgiving day, with sunshine that
rose up in the blue zenith like great bil-
lows of gold, and & wind that was sharp
and merciless as an -assasssn's kuoife !

“You are not going to the city this
morning, Theron?”

For the little wagon was at the door
with the black ponies before it, and The-
ron Jayeox was buttoning his brown over-
coat, while Helen had ran out to the
gate, -

“Yes, I am, Nelly.”

“What for?"

“] have business to transact, and more-
over, Nell, who knows but I may bring
home with me some poor soul $o whom
the abundance of our Thanksgiviag din-
ner may seem like the Land of Plenty
itself?"

Helen was silent.

“Theron,” she said at last, as he took
the reins in his fur-gloved hands, “I do
wish you would get married.”

“I shall pever do that, Nelly.”

“ Never, Theron?"' she pleaded.

“Never, Nelly. We must be contented
to keep one another company for the rest
our lives as old batchelor and old maid,
dear !"

He smiled down upon her as he drove
away, but it was net a cheerful smile, and
Heleo went in with a chill reaund her
beart that was not the touch of the bitter
Noyvember wind.

“Mamma—ob, mamma, I am so cold!"

“Buttan your jacket up to your throat,
and sit iu the sunshine—that will ma’ta
you warmer !”

“T'hers is no more coal, Willie."

“We could buy some, mamma; Mrs.
Jones bou.ght, & whole wheelbarrow full
}'estcrdagl

“But Mrs. Jones bad money, my son,
and we bave nons,”

Willie Hardwicke looked piteously up
into his mother's fuce as he strove to

e S o i L S SR

as blue and deep as I have seen the sky |

warm his little purple Bands by tlu'uatmg
them into the breast of his worn jacket.
He was a palid, yellow-haired okild, with
big blue eyes and a sensitive mouth; s
child who might have been beautifal] had
his lot been east in life's sunshiwe, but
who was now pale and pinched; likedlh
plant that has grown in the dark.

Mrs. Hardwicke sat by the window of
her cramped attic room; there was just
room enough for her to sit upright where|
the ceiling sloped down to the dormer
| window; emhrmdenng anet work of white
lilies onan infant's sacque of blue merino.
She had been very beautifal once, she
was lovely even in the midstef her pov-
erty and endurance,

“Mamma.” resumed Willie, after a
moment's silent watching of the eold sun-
shme that rippled over the floor at his
feet, “did you knew that to.day was
Thaanermn'r Day ?"

“Ees Willie,”

{ “And Mrs. Jones has got sach a beau-
tiful big turkeyin her oven. and a great
mince pie | Oh, mamma, I wish we had
{a turkey—I get so tired of bread and mo-
lasses |

| Mrs. Hardwicke bent down to press

lhudhpq to Willie's blue-veined fore-
ed

“My poor little boy "

“I stood at the door and watehed Mrs.
Jores’s turkey ever so long, mamma—it
looked so mice in the big pan—until she
teld me she couldn't have little boys
around, and to go off and stop staring!
Mamma, when you get the money for that
sacque, can we have & turkey—a very
little one, mamma ?”

i Ilmdly, Willie; the thirty cents must
hu)" bread and coal.”

“Wouldn't you like a tarkey, mam.
ma ?"

“Yery much, Willie.”

“How much would one cost?’

“I don't know—two dollars, perhaps.
What is' the use of asking such ques-
tions ?”

She spoke a little impatiently, and
Willie sav silently looking at the floor a
few minutes and then got up and went
ont, a great ambition stirring in hislittle
hc.nt

“I can sell the gold chain and cross
mamma gave me, and buy a turkey.,” he
thought. “I cried when she wanted me
o sel) it before,but I'm two months older
now !”

Ard Willie marched down stairs hold-
ing his head very bigh in the air, and
teeling pamfmly comscious of his ad-
vanced age.

“The stores arc all.sbat; I dida't think}
of that,”” pondered Willie, with a pang
of dlsappomtment shrinking and shiy-
ering as the biting gusts swept dowan the
streets. “But I could stand on the cor-
ner and offer it, as Billy Joues does his
newspapers.”

But Willie found it vot so easy to at-
tract the attention of the busy throug
who eddted perpetually past his “cor-
ner.”

“Please, sir, will you buy my——"

“Qut of the way, boy !"

And the two gentlemen nearly over-
turned Willie, as they rushed across the|
strect,

“Lady, please to buy my chain—it's
only two dollars.”

“Two dollars for a brass thing like
this! it's jokin® you be,” ejaculated the
stout irish woman, with a passing glance
of contempt; and she, too, went on her
way.

“Sir, please

“Take care, little ona' I came yery
near running over you.'

Theron Jaycox lifted Willie up,and set
him good bumoredly on his feet.

“Are you all right now? What—ery-
ing? Did I hurt you?”

Tor the tears were making two little[?
crystal channels down Willie's ¢heeks,
as he stood, skivering and trembling, on
the payement.

“No, sir—not much; but—but I've
dropped my gold chain,”

‘Dropped it? Where?”’

And Theron Jayocox bent down to
search for what he supposed to be some
little gildec toy.

“Here it is—just ready to slip down
into the grating, Hallo! it's real gold.’

‘Yes, sir—it is," said Willie, with re-
ne?wed hope. *“*Would you please to buy
it?

But Theron Jaycox was not paying at-
tention to the child's words, e bot
flushes were reddemng across his cheeks,
as he recognized the antique pattern of
the twisted gold cross that hung, by a
slender ring, from the chain,

Tt cannot be the same,’ he murmured,
half aloud, ‘and yet I could have sworn
there were not two just alike in the world!
Where did you get this, little one ?"

‘Mamma gave it to me, when I was
seven years old,’ said Wille, watehing the
golden gleam of the ornament, as it lay
in Jaycox's hand.

Aud who is your mamma?’

‘She is Mrs. Hardwicke, sir; and Iam
Willie Kearvey Hardwicke.'

Jaycox bit his i:pa—he could almost
feel himself turn pale’

‘Why do you want to sell this ehain,
Willie ?’

‘We are sotired of bread and molasses,
sir; and mamma has no moncy but thirty
cents; and [ wanted a turkey for Thanks-
giving so much I’

‘And you shall- bave it,’ smid Theron,
olosing his hand within his fur-lined
glove. ‘Come, Willie, I am going home
with you. :

‘Mamma pever sees company since
papa died,’ said the bey, solemnly,

‘She’ll see me, I think.'

Theron Jayoox took Willie Hard-
wicke up in his arms, and put him down
among the buffale robes.

‘iow, then, tell me which way to
drive?’
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lover's, fax
Other world

My low

bave come t
We will btgmﬂla mhi LA
My dearest; shall it besof '~ o5iss

‘Ob, Theron, I did- meb di-nu

could eve: have fi

h‘Dar, délr‘!’ﬁﬂ:& f Efted Jaycox,
‘the dinner most oor il By h
ed, 1?11! Theron t!dni
ance prauy soon. -Harkl comin
now!’ ‘ Soh ¥
Aod she rin out to gﬂebﬂ&

roll of 'hnb g ety Y
“Therop | why, Therol, who_is-
with you?’ .
‘My wife, Nelly—snd wy son 1" '
“Your wife 7’ .
‘T was married this morning. G’
Alice a kiss of welcome, dear I'

And Helen, with a little ery. of recog-
nition, clasped,Allce in her arms, fol:gu'- .
ing.

“Oh, Alice! T am 5o glad! so° gfnn'
Little Willie feasted right royally en

the Thanksgiving turkeys that had«

the pride of Miss Helen Jaycox’s elhm

ry heart, that day,

And when at lut he fell asleep, al
his head on Ellen's lap, in tliu g
glimmer of the pine-log fire, she lﬁﬂr
softly aeross to put her cheek on her
brother's shoulder,

“Theron, do you remember w!ui J‘OII
said to me this morning " '

*‘About what ?' tosmid
‘That you never, never should lnn]?
that we were destined to be old bachelor
and old maid for the rest of our h’rqq.I E

‘Circumstances alter cases, Nell " '™ 8
He answered Helen's words; bit he2
looked straight into the dwp, blue lbhﬂ'
of his wife's eyes!
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Every individual in society is expe
to-confributs something to ™ its’
meut -and: .ikterest, ;W' remminliRd sl
have read, years ago, of a eomipany »iq
tradesmen who had united themul'u,
gother in 2 mutnal benefit society,
each one to relate what he could Sontrib-
utelto its support. Fivst the ‘bluckswith '
come forward and said: “‘Gentlemen, L«
wish to bocame & member of gpqt mn
ciation.” thirydiiin
“Well, what ean youdo?' ‘
your horses mmmmuuw
wents,” Yo waryiiitsd
“Very well; come in Mr. BhM"
The mason apphad for adwission_ into,,
the society. ?
“And what can you do, sieps -/
“I can build your barus aud. w‘
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“Very wall come u!, we can net ‘do~
witheut you wdrd den
Along comes the llllamlk«ur tﬂl!ﬁ,‘%ﬁ
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society.” . -
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professions applied: lastly au individsal,
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“Iam a ram seller.” . Vo <haidd
“A romseller ! and what can 3&
“I can build jeils and prum'
poor-houses!" PSR
“And is that ail?” ""“‘-
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jails with crimivals, youz prisons. with,
conviets, and your poor houses with pag:,

pers.”
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“I can bring the gray hairs” of the’
aged te the grave with sorrowsd.éam:
break the heart of the w:is,:;nd Mh,
prospects, of the friands. of
fill the land with momtliu .q
plagues of Bgypt.” ~ =/ 7 fwo i

“Is that all.you can do 27

“Good heavens I'" cried tﬁc mn

“is mot that emough ?’ 33T
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ARy Das
Itis lnghly important MMM
makes up hjs mind to %
that he would examine hissel
and see if he ain’t betl:er"ﬁohﬁlﬁhl‘
a phool.
1 argy in this way—If & man
1 he kant be too radical; if he is wrong B
kunt be too consarvatiff.
Whew you pra, pra rlght lt t'hi m
eye. -
y‘It is a very delicate job tew forgin.z
man withon;;owumg him in his omn, €~
timashus, and yours tew. Bl
Tt iz acinutted now by every hfw
s man who ¢an git §at on berlo ;
ges, has got a good deal of dorg im M =1
No man loves to get beat, but i
ter to be bored lnth an meb orger than &
gimblet. - 7 {20
Don’t mistake lmglnee for wisdom,
many people thought they wus wise ﬂn
they wuz only windy.
Men ain’t apt to he kioked ut,t( m
society for bein rich. :
The road to Ruin is' llmt
good repair, and the taverns pay- mmr
penses m;t rojb shetanmaf]
The only p lhm is  in keeping
more than ong dorg,is what Jﬂ@gm

on his board.
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Thers is a luxury in -onetmn Hi.nl
lonesum.
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